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HOODOO HANNIGAN 

CHAPTER XXXI 



IT WAS MADNESS. It was 
sheer, inhuman torture. 
Mils after weary, impossible 
mil* Hoodoo Hannigan 
dragged his aching, twisted 
body along the suicide trails 
toward Jap-held Manila. And 
for two agonizing days he saw 
not a living soul, Jap or Fili- 
pino. That was perhaps the 
worst torture of all, to live in 
constant expectation of dis- 
covery and to see no one. 

For there was not an instant 
of those days that Hoodoo 
could relax. In everything, his 
wracking limp, his inhuman 
twisting of his body, his va- 
cant-eyed senseless giggling, 
be bad to go on playing the 
part of • mindless lunatic. It 
was bis only hope of reaching 
Manila alive, to pose as the 
victim of Jap tortures who had 
gone mad under their brutali- 
ties. He was American and he 
wore a placard in Japanese 
characters, proclaiming that 
thus would all Americans be 
treated. Knowing the innate 
streak of cruelty in every Jap, 
Hoodoo was gambling that 
the Japs would keep him alive 
for the sheer pleasure of kick- 
ing and beating and torturing 
him further. If they would 
only let him live long enough 
to reach Manila, to free lovely 
Dawn Wade from their brute 
clutches . Even when the trail 
seemed empty, there might be 
Jap patrols hiding in the fring- 
ing jungle, witching. If they 
saw an apparent idiot cripple 
straighten his body, there 
would be a fusillade of shots 
and the end of Hoodoo Han- 



nigan— the end of hope for 
Dawn Wade. 

The third morning he met 
the Japs. Limping around a 
bend in the trail. Hoodoo lit- 
erally bumped into them. 
There were three officers sit- 
ting in the Jap equivalent of 
a Jeep parked on the trail. 
They were obviously headed 
for Manila on leave, for their 
uniforms were even more 
dishevelled than usual and 
they were passing around a 
bottle of Sakt wine. 

They saw Hoodoo at the 
same instant he saw them and 
for a moment it was touch- 
and-go whether he lived or 
died. Three guns whipped up 
to cover him and three yellow 
trigger fingers tightened. 
Hoodoo could only fight the 
tensing of his nerves and play 
his part, cringing and giggling. 

Then one of the Japs 
barked: "Buga!" which is 
Japanese for "fool," and the 
three relaxed visibly without 
actually taking trigger fingers 
from their guns while they 
studied the sign on Hoodoo's 
scarred chest. Then they burst 
into cackling laughter and 
leaped from the car to sur- 
round his cringing figure. 

"Get up, fool," shrieked the 
ranking Jap, kicking Hoodoo 
with vicious force. "Get up so 
we may knock you down, pig." 

Hoodoo played his trump 
card. He cringed and giggled 
and chattered in mangled but 
understandable Japanese: "I 
American pig. So will all 
American pigs look when 
mighty Nipponese get through 
with them." 

He had spent long hours 
learning those sentences from 
the Filipino guerillas. And as 
he had hoped, the Japs 
thought he had been taught 



by fellow Japs who tortured 
him and their merriment was 
loud and hilarious. To think 
of this poor wreck of ah 
American wandering among 
the sullen Filipinos, shrielr- 
ing the tale of,his own down- 
fall, struck them as scream- 
ingly funny. Instead of killing 
Hoodoo, they now wanted 
him left alive for further 
amusement. 

"We take him with us to 
Manila." cried one of the Japs 
suddenly, and Hoodoo held 
his breath. "He make great 
laughter for Honorable Gen- 
eral Staff." 

"Is good idea," seconded 
the leader. "But America 
buga not ride in car with 
Honorable Nipponese officers. 
Oh. no." 

He whirled, rummaged in 
the car and produced a length 
of tow-rope. His companions 
howled with mirth while 
Hoodoo went cold. He 
guessed what was coming, 
even before the leader said: 
"We tie American pig with 
rope. Him run behind car to 
Manila. Get good exercise so 
not get too fat." 

Hoodoo continued to play 
his idiot act but his mind was 
in a turmoil. The trail was too 
rough for the Jeep to travel 
over very fast, but it would be 
too fast for him to keep up 
with as long as he dragged 
twisted feet like a cripple. 
And if he should, straighten 
his legs and body and run nor- 
mally to keep up. then the 
Japs would know instantly 
that his deformities were false. 
It was a good thirty miles to 
Manila. At best, he could hope 
to last no more than a mile. 
Then it was death, either by 
dragging or from the guns and 
bayonets of his captors. 

But there was no escape. 
The noose about his throat 
was tied so that only a knife 
could remove it. The rope was 
tied to the car and the Japs 
were in their seats, looking 
back, giggling. Hoodoo gig- 
gled, too. like an idot. And 
then a great jerk swept him 
from his feet as the Jeep 
lurched into motion. 
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THE JEEP tore down the 
trail, bounding and lurch- 
ing, the Japs screeching their 
cruel laughter backward. Be- 
hind, at the end of the brutal 
rope that noosed his aching 
throat. Hoodoo Hannigan 
rolled and dragged and ran a 
little, only to fall again. If he 
could have settled down to a 
dead run, he could have kept 
up with the Jeep's pace. But 
to do that meant abandoning 
his guise as a crippled idiot, 
an American victim of Jap 
torture beyond endurance. 
No. he had to figure some- 
thing different, and figure it 
quick. He was already lashed 
and bruised from being 
dragged. Flesh and blood 
could endure little more. 

"I've got to do something," 
Hoodoo thought. "I can't 
rescue Dawn Wade if I'm 
dead before we reach Manila. 
And if I try to escape or run 
straight, the Japs will kill me." 

He whipped his numbed, 
aching brain to tackle the 
problem of existence and 
somewhere in the turmoil of 
pain and hopelessness he 
found the idea. It was such a 
slim, suicidal chance— but the 
only one he had. 

Then the Japs themselves 
gave him the chance to work 
it. They were so busy looking 
back, enjoying the tortures of 
their helpless victim, that they 
forgot to watch the trail and 
the Jeep ran into a mass of 
underbrush. It was not a hard 
jolt, nor a damaging one, but 
it killed the Jeep's engine. For 
• moment, as they struggled 
to get it started again and get 
back on the trail, none of the 
three half-drunken Jap 
officers thought to look back 
at their helpless captive. And 
in that moment. Hoodoo 
Hannigan struck. 

When the Jeep stopped. 
Hoodoo went bounding for- 
ward, gathering the slack of 
the rope into a deft noose. He 
was directly behind the Jeep 



when a Jap thought to look 
back. He saw Hoodoo, 
squealed a panicky shriek of 
alarm and that was the last 
sound any of the Japs made 
on this earth. 

The improvised noose was 
already in the air. swung by 
arms tha"t had more than once 
earned a living with trick 
roping during Hoodoo Hanni- 
gan's circus days. A moment 
later the noose fell over all 
three Japs heads and was 
jerked tight around three yel- 
low throats . . . too tight for 
even a groan to squeeze 
through. 

The Japs writhed and 
struggled, yellow faces pur- 
pling in an agcny of strangu- 
lation. There was no thought 
of mercy in Hoodoo's heart as 
he braced his feet against the 
Jeep's back and pulled. His 
mind was too full of his own 
tortures, of Dawn Wade in 
some filthy Jap prison, of the 
wasted skeleton that had been 
Atlas Jones, world's strongest 
man. 

So he pulled until there was 
no life left and then used a 
Xap bayonet to cut the rope 
from his own throat. 

"Swell," Hoodoo said 
grimly, then, surveying the 
three corpses. "But now what? 
If I leave the Jeep here, it will 
be found. Same with their 
bodies. So . . . there's only one 
thing to do." 

Moments later Hoodoo's 
rangy, scarred figure was 
crammed into a Jap uniform 
several sizes too small. One 
Jap's body was crammed out 
of sight. The other two were 
propped in the seat of the 
Jeep. Hoodoo climbed under 
the wheel and started the car. 
By travelling slowly, he could 
be sure of not reaching Manila 
until after dark. It was his 
only chance. ..unless he met 
other Japs along the trail. 

Fate was kind. When at last 
the dimmed lights of once- 
proud Manila loomed ahead, 
not a Jap had stopped them. 
Now came the crucial test. 
Ahead lay Jap-held Manila, 
swarming with enemy guards 
and sentries. To even get in 



would be a miracle. But it 
had to be done. 

Ahead, Hoodoo saw the 
outlines of a Jap sentry post 
This was it, he thought. He 
set his teeth; glanced at the 
two limp, bobbing Jap corpses 
on the rear seat and drove 
steadily ahead. 

There were two sentries, 
guns at ready. Hoodoo prayed 
the Jap helmet he wore would 
hide his face as the two 
marched suspiciously for- 
ward, banking questions in 
Japanese. Now came the test. 

"Hie!" came a shrill, nasal 
voice from the rear seat of the 
Jeep. "Go way. We honorable 
brave America soldier come 
capture Manila." 

The voice was Jap but the 
words were mangled English. 
And they seemed to come 
from the Jap officer lolling 
drunkenly on the rear seat of 
the Jeep. Immediately after- 
ward, both Japs seemed to 
cackle with shrill laughter. 
The sentry barked something 
in Jap. 

"Is right," Hoodoo burbled 
in sing song cadence. "We 
rulers of world. We America 
Yanks. Not talk Nippon lan- 
guage to we. We brave for- 
eigner. Banzai?' 

At the same time, Hoodoo 
eased in the clutch and let the 
Jeep roll forward to the tune 
of raucous nasal laughter that 
seemed to come from all three 
riders. For a moment he held 
his breath, anticipating yells 
of alarm, a shot in the back. 

But the Jap sentry stepped 
back, saluting the shoulder 
bars in the Jeep, and let them 
pass. Hoodoo's forehead was 
wet with sweat, his lungs 
aching from pent-up breath. 

It had worked. By using his 
old circus ventriloquism he 
had made the Jap corpses 
seem to talk. More, he had 
imitated a Jap .trying to talk 
English, pretending to be 
drunken Jap officers playfully 
kidding the sentry. And the 
sentry had fallen for it. They 
were past the first barrier. 
They were inside Manila. But 
tieath lurked on every street 
To Be Continued 
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